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Tribute by Justice Shelvin Louise Marie Hall

Our Father was a remarkable man, because he served a remarkable God. To Pastor Reginald Bachus, ministers of the gospel here assembled, officers and members of Friendship, dignitaries and friends, all.  I am Justice Shelvin Louise Marie Hall, second born of Rev. Dr. and Mrs. Shelvin Jerome Hall.  Along with my sister, Justice L Priscilla Hall, of the New York Supreme Court, Appellate Division, who is here from Brooklyn and my brother, Mr Lewis Hall, Supervisor of Higher Education, New York  Department of Education, who is here from Albany, NY, and helped with the unveiling and read the memorial plaque.  Along with my husband Ephraim Martin, President of Martin's Interculture, we want to express our heartfelt thanks to Pastor Reginald Bachus for bringing this project to fruition, and to Ms Toni Williams for facilitating this project from start to finish. 


Of course no mention of our  father Rev Dr. Shelvin Jerome Hall would be complete without mentioning his wife of 62 years, Mrs. Lucy Mae Lewis Hall, a public school teacher for 53 years, religious leader, divinely inspired mother and fashion icon, witness my lovely hat. The fact that they passed within 21 days of each other in 2007, meant their vow was eternal, and no man could put asunder what God had joined together. 
 
Our Father, Rev. Hall was sharp of mind and of tongue.  A living legend and visionary who loved his church, he answered all phones, "Friendship" as though he was always in church. Certainly the church was always in him.  He was a man consumed by his calling. 
 
Whatever belonged to Rev Hall, (and there’s a lesson in this young folk), he was convinced was always the absolute best. He reveled in being the father of the nation's first black sister judges, the father of a son who was the head of a New York state division with a huge budget, the grandfather of the brightest doctoral student that the University of Michigan has ever produced, Naima.  And no one could convince him that there was anyone smarter or more beautiful than his "Sweet Lucy", his wife of 62 years. 

His, was not just a church, not just Friendship Baptist C hurch but "The" Friendship Baptist Church. 


And so to the people of Friendship, and Pastor Bachus, we thank you for this most fitting memorial, for truly our father is not dead, but lives on in the spirit of Friendship.
 

As we stand before this African Hut which Rev. Hall built, I am reminded of the words of Senegalese poet Baraga Diop who tells us:
 

”Listen more often to things than to beings 
Hear the fire's voice, 
Hear the voice of water. 
Hear, in the wind, the sobbing of the trees. 
It is the breath of the ancestors. 
 
The dead are not gone forever 
They are in the paling shadows, 
They are in the darkening shadows. 
The dead are not beneath the ground, 
They are in the rustling tree, 
In the murmuring wood, 
the flowing water, 
The still water, 
In the lonely place, in the crowd; 
The dead are never dead. 
 
Listen more often to things than to beings. 
Hear the fire's voice 
Hear the voice of water. 
In the wind hear the sobbing of the trees. 
It is the breath of the ancestors. 
They are not gone 
They are not beneath the ground 
They are not dead. 

The dead are not gone forever. 
They are in a woman's breast, 
A child's cry, a glowing ember. 
The dead are not beneath the earth, 
They are in the flickering fire, 
In the weeping plant, the groaning rock, 
The wooded place, the home. 
The dead are never dead. 
 Listen more often to things than to beings 
Hear the fire's voice, 
Hear the voice of water. 
Hear, in the wind, the sobbing of the trees.

(Breathe with me)

It is the breath of the ancestors.
